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The Case of the Missing Pumpkins 


Author's Notes: 
This isn't my best writing. But, considering the circumstances, I'm happy to have anything finished at the 
minute. This was a request that | was all too happy to fulfill and | hope that the person in question enjoys 


reading it as much as I've enjoyed daydreaming over it. Happy (early) Halloween and keep washing your hands! 
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Clearing the garden had taken the best part of spring. But once it was finished, James had found himself with 
several different spaces. There was one for relaxing. One to put in a small pond. One for all the bird feeders 


that Blue insisted on watching. And, in one sunny corner, he'd planted pumpkins. 
Lots of pumpkins. 


And they were doing well. All of them were turning a beautiful, Fall orange. Soon it would be time to harvest 
them. Some he'd planned on using for Halloween, some he wanted to turn into soup, and the rest he'd distribute 


to the local kids. 

"You know," a gentle voice said from behind him, "all this garden work has really made a difference." 

Smiling, James tossed a glance over his shoulder. Dave stood in the little arched doorway. His dark hair was 
brushed back into a loose ponytail and Blue, who'd taken a shine to Dave the second he'd walked through the 
door nearly twelve months previously, was riding on his shoulder. 

"It has, hasn't it? Looks amazing out here. A few finishing touches and it'll be ready for spring." 

Dave's smile widened and he stepped closer. James shivered as a hand slid around his waist and to his stomach. 


‘| meant here. With you. | hadn't realised how amazing you're looking until | saw you standing out here. Doing 


over the garden has done you good" 


Heat touched James’ cheeks and he lowered his head. His hand joined Dave's and he wandered his fingers over 
his body. Dave was right, he'd changed again. The weight he'd gained was melting away and his arms felt 
stronger rather than thick with flesh. 


A kiss was pressed to his cheek and fingers curled into the hair at the nap of his neck. "Keep the hair, though. 


| kinda like your longer hair.” 


James chuckled and turned his face to the late summer sun. The air was warm with a hint of the Fall that 
was to come hanging on the breeze. He could smell the world beginning to fall into a slumber and feel the first 


fingers of cool air beginning to tickle their way down the mountains. 


He spent a few moments listening to the breeze rustling through the leaves before turning and making his way 
back inside. Dave, with the cat still perched on his shoulder, was already raiding the fridge and the coffee 


machine was slowly filling another pot. 
‘lm gonna make dinner," he said, softly. 
Dave turned his attention from the shelves of food. "I'm hungry now." 


There was a look in his eyes that made James smile. There were only three things that made Dave's eyes 
darken in such a way; the promise of food, the promise of cuddles with the cat, or the promise of sex. Dave 


was ridiculously easy to please and it was one of the many things that James loved about him. 


And Dave had been out all day. Between The Sheets had taken off in a way that neither of them had ever 
expected. There was apparently still a need for a good sheet music shop, especially if the owner knew how to 
lay his hands on pretty much anything. People came from far and wide to shop at Between The Sheets meaning 
that James didn't see his partner for the majority of the day. So he'd let Dave's raiding the fridge at all hours 
of the day slide. 


Dave was very much a meat and two vegetables man and James tried to cater to him as often as possible. 
Summer foods - salads et al - weren't popular. Stews were. And with Fall coming, James hoped that Dave 


would appreciate spicy pumpkin soup. 


He set about putting together a meal while Dave munched chips and dips. The younger man was sitting on the 
couch and engrossed in his phone. There was still no TV in the cottage - James had forbade it - yet Dave had 
still settled in despite the lack of entertainment for his ADHD personality. James still wasn't sure if Dave had 
moved in because he was in love or because the cottage had a stable internet connection. One thing that he 


was sure of was that the cottage had a calming effect on even the most exuberant of personalities. 
"James?" 


He tossed a handful of carrots into a pan of water. "Umm?" 


"What are you going to do with all those pumpkins?" 
"Cook some. Use some as decorations. The rest are going to the local kids. Why?" 
There was a pause and James heard the clicking of a phone keyboard. Dave finally responded, "Just curious." 


Dinner, as always, was a resounding success. The only sounds to fill the cottage's small space were those of 
appreciative diners, namely Dave and Blue. James mulled over his dinner as he watched them, happy that they 


were happy. 


Dave had come into his life following a chance meeting at Joe's Java Shack. Initially wary, he'd pushed Dave 
away until, one day, something had just.. clicked. He'd needed someone like Dave in his life. Needed someone who 


would remind him how to live. 


Once dinner was finished, they moved to the couch and spent the evening reading or, in Dave's case, scrolling 
through social media. The younger man's head rested on James’ shoulder and he could see the feed of people 
that Dave followed. Most were other musicians or people who catered to Dave's foodie habit. Among them all 
appeared to be a handful of interior designers, people who went in and dressed others homes or businesses 


according to the season. 

Morning dawned all too quickly and the year's fading light streamed through the small window at the end of 
the bed. When Dave shifted, James pushed himself out of bed and padded downstairs. He caught a glimpse of 
himself in the kitchen's gleaming splashback and smiled. Dave had been right. His face looked leaner and James 
mischievously flexed his arms. He felt muscles bunch up before relaxing. 


"| wouldn't do that too much if | were you." 


Turning, he found Dave sitting at the base of the stairs. He was wrapped in an oversized hoodie and had a 
wicked case of bedhead. His eyes were still dark with sleep and he gave James a tired, lopsided smile. 


Dave continued, "I might stay home and make you put those arms to good use." 


James snorted and turned to put the coffee machine on. "You gonna hang around and watch me finish digging 


over the garden?" 
"Stop it, Hetfield! Otherwise l'm going back upstairs to rub one out" 


Laughing, James pulled out bowls and started making oatmeal. As it bubbled on the stove, he poured out two 
mugs of coffee and handed one to Dave. "Get that in you and get the hell out. I've got work to do." 


Dave's laugh was warm and loud. His personality, as crazy as it could be, took over the cottage and filled the 
cracks and dark corners with warmth and love. As much as James had resisted, he was glad to have finally 


fallen in love with someone as over the top, and as gentle, as Dave. 


He spooned oatmeal into bowls and leaned in to press a kiss to Dave's hair before resting the dish in the other 


man’s lap. 
"Eat up," he gently said. "I'll come by later with lunch, okay?" 
Dave just nodded between mouthfuls of food. So easy to please. 


It was another hour before Dave finally left for work James leaned against the door and watched as his 


partner's small car backed out of the driveway and onto the road. 
And then Dave was gone. 


James was left with the inevitable feeling that Fall was on its way. The early morning was cool and he debated 
laying the first post-summer fire. Maybe finding some hot chocolate and getting the blankets out? He 
wondered how Dave would survive his first full winter in the confines of the small building. Spring and summer 
were opportunities for them to get out and they took them every chance that they got. They went hiking or 


simply sat among the trees. But once the snow began to fall, the walls would begin to close in 


There were a number of ways to keep warm, of course. And all were more dirty and more fulfilling than the 
last. That gave James hope. Not that either of them should be motivated by sex but there was something 
heavenly about getting down and dirty while the snow silently fell. 


He spent the morning pottering around the garden with Blue at his heels. James really was proud of the 
pumpkins. The latest count was fifty-two and all of them were ripe and ready to be picked. He made a mental 
note to find out a knife for cutting the stalks. 


Once he was finished in the garden, he headed back inside and had a well deserved coffee before starting on 
Dave's lunch. Knowing that Dave took several trips to the coffee shop throughout the day, James tried to feed 
him something vaguely healthy even if it meant changing out white bread for wholemeal. Dave was happy in 
himself and didn't seem to care much about his weight. But it didn't stop James from worrying. The last thing 
he wanted was for Dave to drop dead from the stupid amount of caffeine and sugar that he threw into his 
system, 


Just as he was leaving, the memory of finding a sharp knife popped into his head and James rifled through a 


drawer. Finding one, he left it on the counter as a reminder to start bringing in his pumpkin haul. 


James put Blue into his harness, draped the cat around his shoulders and made his way out into the fresh, 
clear mountain air. Dave's lunch dangled from a bag around his wrist and there was nothing but silence as 
they made their way across the road and into the trees. Soon the snow would arrive and, with it, the tourists. 
Before that would be the people looking to enjoy the beauty of Fall. But, for a brief moment in time, all was 
still and quiet. Winds had already blown some leaves from the trees and they crunched beneath his feet, 
evoking memories of Fall in years gone by. He could just make out Waybridge's Main Street at the bottom of 


the treeline. Soon that, too, would be full of people. 


His feet hit the cobbled street and James turned to begin the walk towards Dave's shop. It stood somewhere 
in the middle of Main Street and was flanked by tourist information on one side and an ice cream parlour on 
the next. Book Nook was a few doors up while Joe's Java Shack was closer to the top of the main shopping 
street. 


The bell above Between The Sheet's door rang as he walked in Yet the shop was empty. There were no 
customers. No owner. Just James and the cat. 


"Dave?" He placed the bag on the desk and ducked into the back room. He was greeted by a single mug in the 
sink The coffee pot was still hot and, to James’ semi-expert shake, had at least another mug in it. 


With Blue balanced on his shoulder, James walked through to the even smaller stock room. Still nothing. He was 
confused as to why Dave wouldn't be there when food was on its way and why he'd leave the shop unlocked. 


As the minutes ticked by, confusion shifted to worry and James let himself out of the back door. Behind the 
shop was a length of gravel yard that allowed for shop owners and staff to park. Every other building had 
cars behind it. The two spaced allocated to Between The Sheets were empty. 


"No fuckin’ clue where he's gone, then" Reaching up, he scratched Blue behind the ears and made his way back 
into the shop. "Looks like you'll have to wait until this evening to see your friend Sorry, buddy." 


The floorboards creaked beneath his feet as he walked back through the shop and James felt a shiver run 
along his spine. The silence was heavy and he was sure that there was a presence behind him. Yet his gaze fell 


on nothing but empty space. 


What had the shop been before it had come into Dave's possession? Who had walked the floorboards before 


him? 

He was just about to escape the sudden heaviness when he heard the back door slam closed. Footsteps 
thudded through the back rooms before Dave reappeared in the shop. The younger man shrugged off his 
hoodie and tossed it on a chair before all but diving for the bag of food. 

"You left the shop unlocked." 

"I know." Dave didn't look at him. He was too engrossed in whatever he was having for lunch. "I knew you'd be 
along so | left it unlocked. Besides." He placed a container of still warm soup on the counter. "It's not like there's 
anyone around at the minute." 


"Give it a couple more weeks, Dave. People will be back." 


Stepping up to the counter, he leaned across and gave Dave the gentlest of kisses. "I'll see you later, okay?" 


The younger man nodded, his dark curls falling into his eyes. Dave gave Blue a head scratch before James 
straightened up and made his way back out into the street. 


His mind wandered as he walked back to the house. He knew Dave left the shop to run errands but there 
seemed to have been something a little.. off about this one. Dave would normally walk to get coffee or to the 
grocery store. Why had he taken the car? James knew that Dave had a broken ankle from a biking accident a 
few years previously. He was too old to have the plate taken out and James had seen him try to hide a limp 
the previous winter. Was the cooler air already getting to him so he'd decided to drive instead of walk? James 
decided to ask him later. If Dave needed a runner then he was around. It wasn't like he had anything to do 


other than cook, clean, and grow pumpkins. 


Back at home, he helped Blue out of his harness and went to clean up the kitchen. All of the utensils that he'd 
used to make lunch were sitting on the work surface. The cat hopped up onto the counter, his paws sending 
something clattering into the sink. Reaching in, James wrapped his hand around the handle of a knife. He stared 
at it with frown. It was the knife he'd taken out to cut the pumpkins. Yet he'd left it on the work surface 
above the drawer. Which was at the other end of the counter.. 


With the knife clasped in one hand, he went outside and grabbed the wheelbarrow. The pumpkins were ripe 
enough to be harvested and he set to work slicing through stems and carefully transferring them to the 
barrow. Once it was full, he hauled them to the back door and stacked them beneath the overhang. 


"Forty-eight." He heaved another monster of a pumpkin into the bucket of the barrow. "Forty-nine." 

And that was it. There were no more pumpkins. Instead the remaining stems were empty. Placing a hand on his 
hip, James stared at the empty plot. He was sure that, earlier in the day, he'd counted fifty-two. But empty 
stems were all that was left of the three final pumpkins. There was clear evidence that they'd been there. But 


someone, and he didn't know who, was obviously in the business of pumpkin-napping. 


A fire was beginning to take hold in the grate when Dave walked through the door. From his vantage point on 


the couch, James watched as the younger man's eyes snapped open and a smile tickled his lips. 
"How was your day?" 


Dave shrugged and dropped his backpack beside the door. "It was okay. Nothing special. Like you said, hopefully 


itll pick up in a few weeks." 
"It will" 


The younger man yawned and pushed handfuls of hair behind his ears before dropping to the couch. Placing his 
book to one side, James gave Dave his attention. "Say, did you take pumpkins from the garden?" 


Something snapped through Dave's eyes before he shook his head. "No. Why?" 


"Just there's three pumpkins missing, that's all” 
"You counted them?" 
James nodded. "Yep." 


"Oh." Dave began to toy with the buttons on his black shirt. Slowly they popped from the holes to reveal the 
expanse of flesh that was behind them. James’ eyes drifted from Dave's and down to the rise of the other 
man's chest. Dave took several deep breaths and James felt his jeans begin to tighten. "I didn't know that." 


"Yeah.." James could hear his voice drifting as Dave eased the shirt from his shoulders. A smattering of 
freckles danced across Dave's shoulders and his ripples had hardened in the cool air. "There were fifty or so.. 


And now there's less than.. that." 


And, with that, Dave was gone. James tore himself from his thoughts to watch as the younger man sprinted 
across the room and up the stairs. A moment later and he heard Dave throw himself onto the bed, the 


springs squeaking beneath his weight and the headboard tapping against the wall. 


Sudden bursts of energy and random nudity were nothing unusual. They were just many of the quirky ways 
that Dave's personality made itself known. James wasn't surprised by this sudden distraction. Finding Dave 
lolling naked on the couch with a fan pointed at his bare skin wasn't strange. Seeing Dave take the stairs two at 
a time with his pants around his knees wasn't strange. Dave performing an impromptu strip tease and heading 


up to bed also wasn't strange. 


The younger man had obviously become impatient as his voice drifted from the bed and down to the couch. 


‘Oh, Hetfield, get yo ass up here. | wanna see what all that gardening's been doing to your body." 


Dave was gone before James could even drag himself out of bed. Which was strange in itself. Dave really 
wasn't a morning person. And, after the pounding he'd received the night before, Dave shouldn't have been 


going anywhere for a while. 


But he was gone, leaving only Blue in his place. James shuffled upright and scratched the cat's head. "He gone 
to work already? Why?" He glanced at the clock "H's only Tam. Normally he's mumbling about breakfast right 


about now." 


At the word breakfast Blue started to meow. Not just a quiet meow but a full on, guttural scream that would 
have had James out of bed in a shot if he'd lived somewhere a little more urban. Instead, he yawned, 


stretched and slid from the bed. Heaving the cat up onto his shoulder, he made his way downstairs and went 


straight for the cupboard that held his cat's food. 


While coffee was brewing, James stuck his head out of the back door and did a quick count of the pumpkins. 
Where there had been forty-nine the previous night, there were now only forty-six. Huffing to himself, he 


grabbed his phone. 

Did you take any pumpkins? 

Almost instantly, three grey dots began to dance on the screen 
Nope. Not me. There must be something getting info the garden 
Like what? 

Dunno. Bears? Rats? Blue? 


That was the point that James gave up. Sometimes trying to talk with Dave was impossible. His brain would 
take a little trip around the universe before landing back in his body. It would always return with the wildest 
stories and the craziest excuses. Dave didn't seem of to be of planet Earth. He seemed to have come from 


elsewhere, another cosmos, and was trying desperately to be what he assumed human to be. 


Over the next few days, James monitored the pumpkin pile and watched as it dwindled from forty-six to forty 
to thirty and, finally, to twenty. He even set up a remote camera to monitor the pumpkins but the thief was 


too cunning to trigger it. 


And Dave was being elusive. Whenever James mentioned the pilfered pumpkins, Dave would change the subject 
or get naked. Which would lead to sex and him temporarily forgetting that some of his prized pumpkins were 
missing. 


Yet the thieving stopped at twenty and James decided not to chance it further. With Dave gone, he began to 
cut and peel and carve and cook and decorate. By the time the younger man arrived home, the small cottage 
was filled with the smell of spiced pumpkin soup. A handful of the large orange fruits were piled beside the 

front. A few had candles flickering behind spooky faces while he'd left the others intact because "aesthetic". 


"Whatever you're cooking, it smells amazing" Dave yelled. 

James heard him drop his bag to the floor and footsteps traced across the floor and into the kitchen. Dave 
leaned against the stairs’ banister. His hair curled around his shoulders and he looked flushed as though he'd 
sprinted, rather than driven, home. 


"Cool out there?" James asked. 


Dave nodded. "Yeah. The weather's really beginning to change. Not that I'm complaining. Living in a house without 
AC is not a bunch of fun" 


"This house wasn't built for AC. The walls are over a foot thick" James turned his attention back to the 
bubbling pan. He turned the heat down and put the spoon to one side. "How's the shop doing?" 


"Great! Footfall's beginning to pick up again” As if to emphasise his point, Dave bent down and picked up the cat. 


He draped Blue over one shoulder. "And l'm starting the Halloween stuff next week." 


Halloween was ten days away and James knew that Dave had been looking forward to it. Leaning against the 


counter, he kept one eye on the soup. "What have you got planned?" 


"You'll have to come down to the shop and see." Dave smirked. "Seeing as I've had to fend for myself over the 


past couple of days." 
"Yeah. Well" James shrugged and turned his attention back to the hob. "I was trying to foil pumpkin thieves." 
"Sure it wasn't the cat?" 


James raised an eyebrow and stared at Dave. His cat, lazy, floppy moggy that he was, was dozing against 
Dave's shoulder. "Him? He wouldn't move a twig let alone thirty-two pumpkins. No. This was someone, or 


something, else." 
"Like | said," Dave replied. "Probably bears or something like that." 


With that, Dave was gone. Peering around the banister, James looked through the small doorway and watched 
as Dave dropped himself to the couch. He cradled Blue in his arms and smiled down at the cat. James loathed 
to think what would happen to Blue if he and Dave ever split up. Blue was his best friend but he was also 
utterly devoted and completely in love with Dave. Watching them together melted James’ heart. No. They 
weren't going to split up. They'd found one another for a reason. Dave had helped to heal his heart and, at the 
same time, remind him of his own goofy side. He hoped that somewhere along the way he'd also helped Dave. 


"You want soup for dinner?" he softly asked. It was pointless trying to press the pumpkin issue. Dave either 
knew something and was keeping quiet. Or he genuinely didn't know a thing and was trying to offer up solutions 
to what had happened. 

"Only if you've got bread to dip in it" 

James smiled gently. "Made some earlier." 

The evenings were growing longer and Dave was right, the air was cooler. Once dinner was finished, James laid 
another fire and sat back on his heels as the flames began to lick at the pile of wood. Dave was already curled 
on the couch, his phone attached to an ultra-long charging cable. He was engrossed in something but James 
could still feel the other man's presence. 


"You okay?" Dave's voice was soft and almost lost on the crackle of the fire. 


James nodded and sighed. "Yeah. I'm okay. Just." He leaned back on his elbows and looked up at Dave. "Just not 


looking forward to the winter." 
"Me neither. Winter depression is a bastard." 


They stayed like that for a few moments, just looking at one another and taking the other in. James wondered 
what Dave was thinking. He wondered how Dave felt in that moment. The younger man looked happy and 
relaxed, his body slouched against the couch and his denim button down shirt rumpling up over the swell of his 


stomach. 
"Alright down there?" Dave finally asked. 


"| could do with moving." Easing himself up onto his butt, James groaned as his joints clicked He was too old to 
be lying on the floor for any length of time. He was nearly sixty and his body liked to remind him of it every 
day. 


"Gonna come up here?" Dave's voice was softer, gentler, and laced with a tone that James loved. It was the 
sound of someone who wanted to be with him, wanted to hold, wanted to love him through the light and the 


darkness. 


His knees ached as he got to his feet. Crashing onto the couch was a relief. James knew that he'd probably 
overdone it what with trying to use the pumpkins before they were stolen But he wasn't quite ready for 
orthopaedic shoes and support socks. 


Dave's arm went around his shoulder and James gladly rested his head on the younger man's shoulder. They 
sat in silence with their attention on the fire before them until Dave nudged him to move. Doing so allowed lip 
to find the curve of his throat. They were followed by the gentle scratch of a beard and a soft sigh 


whispering passed his ear. 


James allowed himself to melt against the couch. Fingers worn by the strings of an acoustic guitar wandered 
across his hip and beneath his shirt. They tickled over his stomach and dipped into the waist of his jeans. 


"I love this body," Dave murmured. "Have | told you that recently?" 
Lost in the bliss of the moment, James struggled to find his voice. "Last night" 


"Well, I'm telling you tonight. | love this body and | love you. You're everything I've ever wanted and everything 


lve ever dreamed of" 


Dave was apt at helping himself so James just sat back and let the younger take control. He wasn't complaining 
at the prospect of having someone who loved sex as much as he did sitting in his lap and taking a ride. 


The night slipped away in a haze of warmth and love. Before long, Dave was awake and gone and James found 
himself alone in bed. Blue was curled up against him, his fat, fuzzy body happily shaking with purrs. James let 


his fingers wander over the cat's back and through his fur. Already he could feel Blue's thicker, winter fur 


beginning to come through. 
"Want to go and see your friend?" he asked with a small smile. 


Another morning and another mug of coffee as he watched the sun peak over the trees and the early morning 
mist burn away. Behind him, James could hear Blue excitedly wolfing down his food, safe in the knowledge that 
Dave would have fistfuls of treats for him at the shop. 


The walk into Waybridge was, as always, beautiful. James’ license had been reinstated but he was taking his 
time in picking a suitable car for the area He enjoyed the fresh air and the slow pace of being at the mercy 
of his feet. Padding through the trees and hearing crisp leaves crunch beneath his feet while his cat took in 
the sights of the forest was a delight that James took advantage of as often as possible. 


All too soon, he was walking along the cobbles of Main Street and James found himself weaving around tourists 
and locals alike. Some stopped and cooed over Blue while others took photos. Not of him but of the proud cat 
riding on his shoulder. Blue had always loved attention and James wondered if this had been why he'd snapped 
the cat up at the rescue shelter. Adverse to attention himself, he needed something to help bring him out his 
shell. And Blue had helped him to do that right from their first walk through Vail so many years before. 


Reaching the shop, James went to push the door open before noticing a sign in the window. 

Closed until Ipm 

730pm to 1030pm: Carving to Tchakovsky 

James shrugged. Not what he'd have picked for Halloween but who was he to question Dave's choices? 

He pulled the shop's spare key from his pocket and let himself in. The bell tinkled above his head and the same 
smell of old paper lingered in the air. Racks of music had been pushed back and, in their place, was a long 
trestle table piled high with pumpkins. More pumpkins were sitting in the window, their innards already cut out 
and disposed of. New candles sat beside them, waiting to be lit. 

But where had Dave got so many pumpkins from so early in the season? Waybridge wasn't due a delivery until 
the following week. James had checked because he still wanted to do something nice for the local kids. He 
planned on buying a pallet of pumpkins and giving them to the local food bank so that the kids could have 
something fun to do. 

"Dave?" 


There was a shuffle from the back room and, placing Blue on the counter, James followed the noise. 


"Dave? You here?" 


He walked passed the sink and was about to enter the small stock room when Dave stepped out and leaned 


against the door frame. 
"Wasn't expecting you today. 


James shrugged. "Why not? You said you were doing Halloween stuff. | bought Blue with me." He gestured over 
his shoulder and back to the shop. 


Dave's eyes were wide and his body sagged a little. He looked sad. Or remorseful. Or guilty. 


"I was going to join you.. Help you set up." James continued. "Thought it would be nice.. | can.. | can leave if you 


like." 

Dave shook his head and waves of dark hair fell into his eyes. Eyes that were flickering with sadness. The 
happy go lucky man that James knew and loved seemed to have disappeared and James wanted to know where 
he'd gone to. The feeling in the air was the same one that James had felt when Fran had decided to divorce 
him. A heaviness filled with remorse for the years lost and the pain caused. 


"Are you okay?" he finally asked. He hoped and prayed that Dave wasn't leaving. 


Dave nodded. They stared at one another for a few moments before James finally asked, "Where'd the 


pumpkins come from?" 

There was more silence and Dave's eyes looked at anything but him. 
"Dave..2" 

James could feel the atmosphere thickening with what he assumed was guilt. 
"Dave, did the pumpkins come from the garden?" 


The younger man, his attention on the floor, silently nodded. James knew he should have been seething angry 
at the blatant pumpkin-plundering but Dave's boyish guilt was pushing him to laughter. 


"Dave." James bit his lip to stop the laughter from leaving his mouth. "Dave, you could have just asked There 
were over fifty pumpkins in the garden. | was never going to use them all. You didn't have to sneak them out 


of the house!" 


Dave looked at him from beneath a veil of hair. His cheeks were bright pink and his eyes were watery with 
tears. He looked exactly like a puppy who'd been caught tearing up toilet paper and James couldn't resist the 


chance to see more of that adorable expression 


"You know | need to punish you, right? For pumpkin plundering?" 


Dave nodded again, his eyes returning to anywhere but James. James couldn't help but smile. The day had just 


got a lot more interesting. 


There was a thud and a meow from behind him. Looking over his shoulder, James found Blue perched on the 


shelf of the desk and staring down at the box of treats he'd pushed down. 
"Oh, and you need to feed your friend." 


Once Blue had been fed his required handful of treats, James spirited the cat, and himself, home. There were 
preparations to be made and he knew that he wasn't going to be able to stop himself from laughing. So the 
pumpkin thief had been closer to home than bears and other forest animals. 


James found the bag in the bottom of the closet. A black hold-all that contained everything from another part 
of his life. Fran had never been into James’ self-proclaimed "stranger side". But Kirk had and through it, James 
had found himself relinquishing control to another, a relief that he'd never known that he'd needed. Now 
everything in the bag was going to be used on someone else and James felt that familiar tingle of erotic 


excitement shiver down his spine. 


He slung the long lengths of white rope over the ceiling beams and secured one set of ends to a set of long- 
forgotten kettle bells. Dave had strength to him and the last thing that James wanted was for Dave to spook 
and start dragging whatever the rope was secured to across the floor. He then went through the bag and 
found out a leather paddle. It looked lethal but was as tame as a Disney movie. Made a hell of a crack but the 


pain was minimal. Enough to give Dave the "warning" that James wanted him to have. 


The front door opened a little before Ilpm. Perched on the arm of the couch, James watched as a sheepish 
looking Dave walked in. The younger man kept his eyes on the floor as he dumped his bag. 


James had to smile at how remorseful Dave was. In reality, he didn't give a shit about the pumpkins. He found 
it quite sweet that the younger man had done his best to spirit the large fruits away. But still.. "| want you to 


go and take a shower and come down here in only a towel." 


Dave nodded and shuffled by him. Leaning back against the couch, James watched him, his smile widening with 
every one of Dave's slow steps. The dark-haired man was obviously drawing it out as much as he could, trying 
to pause time in an attempt to dodge his fate. But that fate would come no matter what the hour. 


As Dave's footsteps creaked up the stairs, James felt a pang of guilt begin to swim through his gut. Should he 
be doing this? He'd already told Dave that he was okay with him taking the pumpkins. But it would have been 


nice to have been asked. 


While the shower was running, James sat and waited. And debated his choices. That inkling of guilt was growing 
by the second, rolling around his stomach before inching towards his brain. He was about to go and find Dave 


when there came the familiar sound of naked feet on bare wood. Getting to his feet, James watched as the 
younger man quietly padded into the cottage's largest open space. Seeing Dave so quiet and so still was 
unnerving. James was used to the younger man being mostly loud and boisterous with occasional bouts of 


peacetul silence. 


But this.. This is different and James doesn't like it. He wanted Dave to be a participant in the evening, not 
riddled with guilt as he approached what he assumed would be a painful and bloody ordeal. 


"Dave?" he softly asked. 


The younger man, a white towel wrapped around his waist, continued to keep his eyes on the floor. Stepping up 


to him, James curled a finger beneath his chin and lifted those dark brown eyes to his own. 


"Dave, we don't have to do this. | was messing with you. Thought, you know, you'd-" He shrugged. "Get off on 
something like this." 


Early on in their relationship, James had discovered that Dave was a freak between the sheets. He liked it 
frequent, often on a daily basis or until James called on him to stop. There were little things that drove Dave 
crazy; orgasms from just having his nipples played with or curled up together while jerking the other off. It 
didn't have to be full penetration which, for James, was refreshing. But sometimes the frequency of it drove 


him a little insane. 


Thankfully Dave had been great at pulling back if James needed a breather. He'd either go and take care of 
himself in the bathroom or lie with his chin on James’ chest and a lovesick smile on his lips. In those moments, 
he'd looked very much like Blue when he wanted to be fed In fact, the pair were alike except that Blue was 
constantly hungry and Dave was constantly horny. 


He leaned in to brush a hand over Dave's hair and press a kiss to his cheek. "Sorry. | must have misread the 


situation. I'll see you in bed, okay?" 


As he was stepping around Dave, a hand wrapped around his wrist and pulled him to a stop. Glancing at Dave, 
he saw the younger man give him a sly smile from beneath his hair. The fingers tightened around him and 


inched him closer until Dave's lips were brushing against his ear. 

"l'm just playin’, man. I've been looking forward to this all night. Now do your fuckin’ worst, Hetfield." 

The glint in Dave's eyes told James all that he needed to know. The guilt melted away and James mentally 
kicked himself. He'd forgotten that Dave could be a Class A actor when he wanted and that the first thing he 


should have done was to check the younger man's forever-emotion-filled eyes. 


That was all the reassurance that James needed. With a smirk he stepped back and hooked a finger into the 


towel that was wrapped around Dave's waist. 


"You won't be needing this." 


Dave's face matched his own as the towel crumpled to the floor. The younger man stepped away from it, his 
cock already beginning to harden in anticipation of what was to come. Which, if the look in Dave's eyes was 


anything to go by, would be Dave. 


James motioned for Dave to stand beneath one of the beams. Lengths of rope dangled down further enough 
for James to grab them and carefully secure them around Dave's wrists. Stroking a hand down the younger 


man's face, he smiled softly. 
"Your safe word is Roswell," James murmured. "From all those books that you like to read." 


Dave's face broke in a wide, happy grin at the mention of his favourite little town and James couldn't help but 
lean in and give the other man a kiss. He knew that James knew about the little things that made him tick and 
that seemed to make him extremely happy. 


I'm going to tighten the ropes to raise your arms." 


Dave just nodded. James touched a finger to the rise of Dave's cheek and savoured that brief pause in time. 
Stepping behind Dave, he untied the ropes from the weights and began to gently pull. He watched, fascinated, as 
Dave's arms were lifted above his head. With memories of his own time in bondage dancing through his head, 


James continued until the muscles were taut and visible. 

Tying them off, he asked, "Okay?" 

Dave nodded. "Yeah. A little uncomfortable but | like a bit of pain" 
A jolt of excitement sprang through James. "Oh, really now?" 


"Yeah," Dave replied with a grunt. The younger man shifted on his feet in an obvious effort to get comfortable. 
"So | advise you get yourself to work." 


James could barely contain himself. His first impression was that Dave honestly believed he was going to be 
beaten to within an inch of his life for stealing pumpkins. But the other man's act had been better than 
anything James could have ever cooked up. Now he got to stand back and drink in the delicious sight before 


him. 


Dave's back was arched as he rolled on the balls of his bare feet. His arms were strained above his head and 
his long fingers were wrapped around the knots in the rope. Dark, damp hair hung in strings between his 
shoulder blades and his shoulders rose and fell as he took deep breaths. 


"Come on, Hetfield" Dave was impatiently shuffling from one foot to the other and James couldn't help but 


grin. 


Swiping up the paddle, he slowly approached Dave, making sure that the other man could hear his footsteps. 
"Sure you want this?" he asked. 
"Like you wouldn't believe." 


Standing to Dave's left, James let the paddle wander over the bound man's ass. Muscles tightened in its wake, 
rippling beneath the skin and, beside him, Dave sighed. 


"Going to give you thirty," James murmured. "One for every pumpkin” 
"But there were thirty-two pumpkins.’ 
I'm rounding down" James grinned. “Because | can. But protest any more and I'll make it sixty." 


Dave's groan was practically orgasmic and James caught himself moving to check whether Dave had climaxed 


or not. 


Anticipation hung in the air, thick and full of promise. The promise of pain, the promise of pleasure, the 
promise of an evening full of nudity. At least for Dave anyway. The younger man had never had any issues 
shedding his clothes and James had accepted that part of him, for better or worse. He enjoyed seeing Dave 
enjoy himself. It bought out his own playful side. 


The first strike echoed around the cottage with a resounding crack. Dave hissed and tensed, the ropes 
whispering over the beams as he pulled at them. A red mark began to bloom against his ass cheeks and James 


paused to admire it. 


He took another swipe at Dave's ass. And then another. Soon the air was filled with the sound of leather 
making contact with skin. Over and again the paddle connected with Dave's ass, or the tops of his thighs, or 
the sensitive rounded sit spot. And each time Dave would hiss, or moan, or cry out. His body would tense and 


his hands would wrap around the ropes as he tried, in vain, to escape the volley of blows. 


Beneath his hand, Dave's skin turned red. James had assumed, wrongly, that Dave would hate what they were 
doing. But the sizeable pool of come that had appeared on the floor said otherwise. 


James smiled to himself as he watched Dave dance from one foot to the other. The younger man cursed and 
pleaded for his hands to be freed so that he could rub his ass. Instead, James placed the paddle to one side 
and let his hand rest against Dave's now burning backside. The skin was as red as the fire and just as hot. He 


gently rubbed and gave a little relief to the still-bound man. 


‘Learned your lesson?" he softly asked. 


Dave shook his head. "I think you should let me down, bend me over the couch, and fuck me senseless." 
James' smile widened to a wicked grin. "My thoughts exactly." 


He was careful in untying Dave. Each of his movements was minute and calculated until the younger man was 
back on his feet and able to get his hands on his ass. His face, as well as his backside, were a beautiful shade 
of red and Dave hopped from one foot to the other as he touched and kneaded his rear end. 


"You got me good." 


James let himself smile. He was almost proud of his handiwork, and even happier that Dave appeared to be 


enjoying it. "I know. Now get bent over that couch." 


His own cock was straining against his jeans, desperate for attention He nearly blew his load when Dave bent 
over and presented himself. It was a sight that James would never take for granted. Straight, spread legs and 
a slight swell of an ass flowed down to a dipped back. Dave looked at him with lust-glazed eyes and a small 


smirk on his lips. 


It was quick and dirty. A swipe of lube and a few thrusts of his fingers was all it took to prepare Dave. By 
that point, the younger man was shifting like a bucking bronco and making enough noise to wake the dead. 
Shoving his cock into Dave's ass only made the younger man howl louder. But damn, it felt good. So good. 


With his fingers wrapped around Dave's hips, James gave him all that he had. He could feel his orgasm 
growing, the knot in his stomach tightening to a screaming ball. Stars burst behind his eyes and his vision 


clouded over as his voice joined Dave's. 


The bliss that fired through him almost took his legs from under him. With his cock buried deep inside of Dave 
and his fingernails adding to the other man's reddened ass, James allowed his orgasm to roll over him. 


Somewhere, amid it all, he heard Dave calling to him, voicing his own pleasure. 


They finally fell into bed but only once he'd tended to Dave's sore ass. Bed was a save haven, a break from 
the world outside. It was a place where James felt comfortable, especially when there was someone he adored 
beside him. Dave was on his stomach, his hips propped on pillows and glasses on his nose. A cheap paperback 
about whatever UFO case had caught his eye recently was spread on the pillows. Lying beside him, James 
couldn't help but smile. Dave may have been a literal, pumpkin-stealing, pain in the ass at times, but he was 


James’ literal, pumpkin-stealing, pain in the ass. And James wouldn't swap him for the world 


